SIR THOMAS  WYATT

But thou that still

Ivlayst at thy 'will

Turn all this ill

Adversity:

For the repair

Of my welfare

Grant me but life and liberty*

And if not so,

Then let all go

To wretched woe,

And let me die:

For the one or the other,

There is none other:

My death, or life with liberty.,
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AT most mischief
I suffer grief;
For of relief
Since I have none,
Kiy lute and I
Continually
Shall us apply
To sigh and moan.

Nought may prevail
To weep or wail;
Pity doth fail
In you, alas I
Mourning or moan^
Complaint or none,
It is all one,
As in this case.

For cruelty
That most can be
Hath sovereignty
Within your heart;
Which maketh bare
All my welfare:
Nought do ye care
How sore I smart.